CHAPTER   XXV
MALLORY AND IRVINE
We now come back to Mallory. Fury raged in
his soul as he was forced to return from Camp V.
Fury not against the individual porters who could
not be brought to go farther but against the whole
set of circumstances which thus compelled him to
go back at the very moment when the weather at
last was favourable. But Mallory was in no mind
to be finally thwarted. He would recoil but to
spring higher. He was absolutely possessed with
the idea of climbing Mount Everest. Climbing
Everest was no incident in his life. He had made
it his whole life. Perhaps he had not Somervell's
large geniality and way of carrying men along
with him, nor Norton's capacity for leading a whole
big expedition. He was more accustomed, and
more fitted, to the lesser expeditions of a few choice
companions. But he was more deadly intent on
the idea than any. If any single one was the soul
of the Expedition it was Mallory. And his was not
so much bull-dog tenacity, or sheer hard determin-
ation to conquer, as the imagination of the artist
who cannot leave his work until it is completely,
270